4      Visitors from Berlin
Bob had returned to Berlin. He was looking for Johannes R. Becher, the writer, whom I had recommended that he see. This was no easy task in the ruins of the huge city, where at that time only a few hundred telephones were functioning. Finally he learned the address: SMuter-strasse 45.
Bob found it strange that this Communist, who had returned to Germany from Moscow, should live in the British part of the city with its four occupation sectors. But his source was reliable, so he set out on his way.
The elegant office building on the Kurfiirstendamm* was undamaged. In the entrance hall a white-haired doorkeeper greeted him pleasantly and asked if he could be of service.
"Does Mr. Becher live here?" asked Bob.
"The President's office is on the third floor. May I show you to the elevator?"
Bob thought he was dreaming. In the sea of ruins all around, this building had remained a peaceful island of civilization where even the elevator still worked.
He stepped into a huge office with a sign on the door that read: Kulturbund zur demokratischen Erneuerung Deutschlands (CULTURAL LEAGUE FOR THE DEMOCRATIC RENOVATION OF GERMANY). The room teemed with activity. There were two men sitting at desks. Three secretaries were typing and a fourth was telephoning. Along the wall sat six or seven visitors, who seemed to be waiting to see someone. Every minute or so one of the three doors opened. Messengers brought papers, a secretary was called for dictation, new visitors came into the room.
"What did you wish?" one of the men asked Bob.
"I'd like to speak to President Becher/'
The man cast an eloquent glance at those waiting. 'The President
*West Berlin's main street.
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